

TheHtflemof 

He made a blufliing citali of himfelfc. 

And chid his ttewantyouth with fuch a grace, 

As ifhe mallred there a doule fpint 
Of teaching, and oflearning inUandy : 

There did he paufc, but let me tell the world, 
if he oiit-liue the eiuiie of this day, 

England did neuer owe fo fweetc a hope. 

So much mifeonftredin his wantonncire. 

H»t, Coofen, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his follies : neuer did I heare 
Of any Prince fo Wild at liberty t 
But b® he as he will, yet once er« night, 

I will imbracc him witha iiouldiers arme, 

That he (ball Ihrinke vndcr my coHrtefic ' 

Anne, arme with fpeede, and fellowcs SGuldiersf,ricnds, 
Better conlider what you haue to doe, 

T hat I that haue not well the gift of tongue. 

Can liftyour bloud vp with perfwafion. Enter a 
iAeff. My Lord, here are Letters for you, 

I cannot reade them now, 

O, Gentlemen the time of life is Ihort, 

To fpend that fhortnelfc bafely,were too long a 
Iflife did ride vpon aDials poynt, 

Still ending at the arriuall of an hower, 

A nd if he Hue, we liue to tread on Kings, 
lfdie,braucdeath, when Princes die with vs, 

Now for our Confcienccs,tbearmes isfaire, 

When the intent for bearing them is iuft, Enter another, 
Mejf, ^y Lord, prepare, the Kingcomes on a pace. 
Hot, I thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale : 
For I prof elfc not talking, onely this. 

Let each man doe his beft ; and hearc draw I a Sword, 

Whofe temper I intend to ftaine 

With the beft Wood thathican meet witfaall, 

In the aduenturc ofthis perillous day. 

Now efperance Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all the ioftie inftruments ofwarre. 

And by that muftck-c, let vs all inibrace. 
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tieniy the Fourth. 
for heauGii to earth, fomcof vs neuer fliall 

Afecondtimedoefuchacurtefie. , , . 

Heere they embrace, the Trnmpets found, the Kwg enters with me 
powrrjiarme to the 'Battell -.then enter Dowglas, and fir Walter 

Blmt, What is thy name that in Battel thus thou crofleft mef 
What honour doft thou feeke vpon my head ? 

Dow. Know then my name is Dowglas, 

And I doe haunt thee in the battell thus, 

Becaufefome tell mc,that thou art a King, 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Dow. The Lord of Stafford dcAte to day hath bought 
Thylikenelfe, forin ftead oftheC;Kingf/<?>-;|7 
This Sword hath ended him, fo Ihall it thee, 

Vnlclfcthou yceld thee as aprifoncr. 

Blmt. I was not borne to yceld,' thou proud Scot, 

And thou (halt find a King that will rcuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight, Dowglas kils’BlHnt,theti enters Hotffur. 

H«r.O Dw^/rfr,hadft thou fought at Holmedon thus, 

I neuer had triumpht ouer a Scot, 

T>ow. Als done, als won, heere breathlelfe lies the King. 

Hot. Where? Dow. Heere. 

Hot. This Dowglas? No, I know this face full well, 

A gallant Knight he was, his name was 
Semblably furnifhtlike the King himfelfe, 

Dow. Ahfoole, go with thy foulc whither it goes, 

Aborrowed title haft thou boiighttoo dcare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 

Hot, The King hath many marching in his Coates. 

Dow, Now by ray Sword, I will kill all his Coates, 

He murder allhis Wardrope piece by piece, 

Vntilll mcettheKing. Hot. Vpandaway, 

Our Souldiers ftand fullfairely for the day, 
fydlarme, enter Falfalffe fohts. 

Falf. Though I could feape ihot-itee ax London, I fcarcthc 
iliot heere, heere’s mo fcoring but vpon the pate. Soft, who arc 
you? Sir Walter Blmt, there’s honour for yoo,heere’s no vanitie, 


